
In a moment it will all be worth it.  The purpose behind the pain and confusion of the past year will stand before me, realised.  I hardly even understand all that I’ve done to get here any longer, but the why is burned into my core:  I have to have her.


The day I first met her was agony and bliss all rolled into one.  Of course she’s easy on the eyes, but it’s so much more than that.  Happening to glance out my window as she unloaded the moving truck downstairs, I could already feel that innate charisma that I couldn’t shake free of.  The first, brief conversation I had with her was all it too for my twenty-six years of life experience enhanced by seven years of studying the human brain to tell me she’d never consider a shy guy with below average confidence guy and above average intelligence to be anything other than a friend.


And oh! how I tried to be that friend!


Each loser she brought home to mistreat her was worse than the last.  Oddly, the ones that hit her were actually easier on me because the bruises made the problems visible and the ‘relationship’ usually fell apart quickly afterwards.  It was the ones that played mind games and attacked her own low self esteem that were most difficult to bear.  I knew then that they were dealing with their own feelings of inadequacy and when I was forced to meet them it was a trivial matter to see the roots 

